The Courtroom

Notes

The usual – no climbing on furniture, no breaking anything. But like with episode 6, this one isn't quite an escape room, so be ready for that!
Introduction

Everyone warned you watching a courtroom proceeding wasn't going to be as exciting as it sounded. On the off-chance you got into something exciting like a mafia bust as opposed to another dreary embezzlement case, from the back row of the audience you wouldn't get to see any of the deranged criminals or gruesome exhibits. Total waste of time.

Yeah, right.

You managed to work your way into the coolest-sounding trial your city has ever seen: a celebrity murder trial. The boxer Weylon Havanos stands accused of killing his manager, millionaire Shane Triskall, over a business dispute. Weylon thought Triskall was favouring another client over him, a bigger celebrity boxer – Philadelphia Glenn, a giant of a man whose name is known all over the world. Both boxers are sitting in this courtroom with you right now. It's amazing. The case is scandalous. The prosecutor is demolishing the defence, and it's pretty clear already that the jury have made up their minds.

You, though... well, you're getting a funny feeling about this trial. It just feels too... one-sided. Yeah, yeah, you know real life crime isn't like the movies and the whodunits where the police suspect the wrong person until the very last second, and that actual murders are often very solvable, but seriously. The defence attorney is putting up no fight whatsoever, the judge is letting the prosecutor steamroll everybody who tries to get a word in, and even the witnesses for the defence seem to be making things worse for Weylon. Philadelphia Glenn is on the witness stand right now, agreeing that Weylon was a jealous loser who hated Triskall for favouring a winner. They have the machete that's allegedly the murder weapon, but they haven't even fingerprinted it! Sure, their reason was because Weylon was caught with it still in his hand, but that's definitely suspicious, isn't it? Even Weylon himself – he's quiet, almost resigned to his fate. As if he knows there's a conspiracy against him that runs too deep for him to fight.

You close your eyes, deep in thought. What can you possibly do? You're just some random person in the back of the room. You have no say, no power to change things. And even if you did, the trial's well underway. It's not like you'd have time to go and dig up dirt on everyone involved in the case to find the true culprit. You squeeze your eyelids shut even harder, thinking so furiously until it feels like you're going to explode. Then, at long last, you re-open your eyes.

And your jaw drops.

You don't know how, but there's only one way to describe what you see: the entire courtroom is frozen. The people have all turned into statues, and all the voices from the front have fallen silent. You can still hear footsteps and murmurs outside the big double doors behind you, so whatever mysterious power has done this has only done it inside this room. Was it you? Did the intensity of your emotions about this case somehow... manifest as magic?

Because if it did, there's only one possible reason for it. Time has stopped so that you can get to the bottom of this case. It's crazy, but you see no other explanation. You must solve this case , without leaving the courtroom, before time restarts itself.

Okay. Heart racing, you stand up. None of the statue-people take any notice of you. You take a look around the room, taking note of anything that could possibly help. Starting with the double doors at the back, a long black stretch of carpet runs up to the front of the room. On either side of it are several rows of audience seating. The front area is blocked off from the audience by a low barrier, but you can climb over it easily. The front is where all the interesting stuff is: to your left is the defence, with Weylon Havanos and his lawyer sitting there looking grim, and to your right is the prosecutor, standing up, mid-question. Against the right wall is the jury, and against the left wall a stenographer sitting at her desk. Out the front is, of course, the judge, and the witness stand where Philadelphia Glenn is seated. There are two doors in the front wall, one on either side of the judge and witness stand; you believe the left one leads to a private judge's area, and the right one to the jury's deliberation room.

While most of the room is quite plain, there are a few decorations, if you could call them that. There's a large oval ornamental rug in the middle of the front half of the room, and on the walls you see a framed copy of the local constitution and a large flag, which must be brand new because it's still rolled up tight.

You'd best get started. You may have magically stopped time, but you really can't say how long it will remain stopped.

Observable items

Audience: Dozens of people have packed their way into the audience seats. None of them stands out, and while you could search through the pockets and bags of every single person, at this stage you don't really know what you'd be looking for enough to justify the time spent on it. And, y'know,  the moral implications of invading their privacy and all that.
Carpet: It's long and black, dirty and faded in places from so many people walking on it. It doesn't have any interesting patterns or anything on it.
Constitution: It's a very long, dry document encased in a glass frame. Most of it is boring legalese, but at the bottom is a quote in fancy script: “Prevailing throughout society, honour, mercy, justice, truth.”
Decorative rug: It's thick and plush, mostly a muted maroon colour that adds a classy splash of colour to the room. In the centre is a picture of the local faunal emblem, a baby cow, and the area's motto: We entreat your loyalty, observance, neighbourliness, safety.
Defence attorney: His eyes are downcast. At first you believe he's just looking down at his own knees in defeat, but when you follow his gaze you see he's got a briefcase under his desk. It's locked with a four-digit combination lock, two digits on the left and two on the right. A very normal briefcase-y lock.
Defendant: Even though he's frozen, you don't want to get too close to Weylon Havanos unless you have to. Sure, you aren't convinced he's a murderer, but he's still a professional boxer. You doubt he'd need a machete to kill someone. He's sitting tensely, hunched over the table with his hands out in front of him, one reaching for his glass of water. You don't see anything suspicious about his appearance; a few scrapes and bruises, a nose that looks like it's been broken more than once, and some serious callouses on his knuckles.
Door to deliberation room: It's plain except for the placard telling you it's the way to the deliberation room. You try the handle, but it doesn't move. Underneath it is a small keyhole, but sadly, no key.
Door to judge's area: The only thing marking this door is a small sign with the words 'private – authorised access only'. Well, you're not exactly authorised, but sometimes exceptions must be made. You try the handle... but find it locked. Underneath the handle is a large keyhole, key clearly missing.
Flag: Its staff is sticking out of the wall at a 45-degree angle, much too high for you to reach. You can't actually see what the flag is a flag of, because it's still rolled up completely, as if it's brand new and hasn't been fully unpacked yet.
Judge: Nothing too surprising about this guy. He's wearing his long, black robe, watching the proceedings with professional disinterest, a small mallet and glass of water in front of him.
Jury: Predictably, there are twelve jurors sitting up in their box, none of them looking too happy to be here. Some of them are glaring at Weylon, others watching Philadelphia Glenn on the witness stand, but several aren't watching at all. One is yawning and struggling to keep his eyes open, one has a compact and brush out and is applying bronzer to her cheeks, and one is casually sneaking a glance at a magazine hidden in her jacket. 

Phone: The wallpaper is a picture of Weylon, so you assume this phone is his. Unfortunately you'll need a four-digit password to go through it.
Prosecutor: The prosecutor is standing, midway through questioning Philadelphia Glenn on the witness stand. His face is stern but triumphant; he knows he's winning this thing. On the desk behind him are all the exhibits related to the case. Most prominently there's the murder weapon, a huge machete. But there's also a handful of other things, bits and pieces from the scene of the crime, personal effects of the victim... you're reluctant to touch anything too much in case it messes with the case somehow. Not that checking fingerprints was on anyone's agenda, apparently.
Stenographer: She's sitting in a relaxed pose in front of her word processor. She's typing a full transcript of the trial, and whenever the court takes a recess she prints out what she's done so there's a hard copy. Her transcripts from earlier today are sitting in a pile on her desk.
Witness stand: Philadelphia Glenn is sitting there, looking calm under the circumstances. Even though he's dressed formally instead of in boxer's shorts, he looks huge and intimidating. He must be seven feet tall. Apart from a couple of old fight injuries, you don't notice anything out of the ordinary about his appearance.

Wristwatch: It's pretty fancy, with a sparkling silver band. The back of it is engraved with the defence lawyer's name and the message, Regards, your pal Mikey.
Actions

Audience – searching people's IDs to find 'JJ', as mentioned in the prosecutor's notes: Not far from where you were sitting, you find a woman whose ID says Jasmine Jacobs. Tucked behind that ID in her enormous purse, you spot a piece of folded paper. It's hand-written and a bit messy, but it looks like the statement she was planning to read before her anxiety attack. It reads:

I was in the neighbourhood, returning my some of his belongings I was on foot because I'd had two glasses of wine and was afraid of getting a U.I. if I'd driven. I turned he corner from Park Boulevrde into a little side street, when I heard a crash. I ran towards it, and that's when I saw Weylon Havanos fighting with the anager, Triskall. Perhas they knocked over a mirror from a driveway, because I saw evrything in the reflection fom it. I suppose that was the crash I heard. Anyway, Havanos pull out a huge knife, and that's hen he did t. Killed him. I saw everying.
Carpet – attempting to lift it to look underneath: You try, but it's nailed to the floor.

Carpet – examining the nails closely: There are a lot of them, so it takes a while, but eventually you find one that feels a little looser than the others. You jiggle it, and it comes out. Oddly, this nail is in very bad shape. Instead of being straight, it's got a series of little grooves running down it.
[Constitution – reading only the letters indicated by Havanos's tattoo (don't tell players this; this is just for GM's understanding): The first letter of prevailing, 6th of throughout, 3rd of society, 1st of honour, 2nd of mercy, 3rd of justice, and 4th of truth should spell out PGCHEST – Philadelphia Glenn's chest.]
Defence attorney – unlocking his briefcase with code from deliberation room and date on mallet: The briefcase clicks open, and you eagerly stare at the contents. It contains only two things: a wristwatch and a mobile phone.
Defendant – rolling up his pants and examining his calf: On the back of his calf is a tattoo. It appears to be numbers representing his early match statistics. They aren't amazing. In his first fight, he only got 1 point. Here's the full list of numbers in the tattoo:

Match 1: 1

Match 2: 6

Match 3: 3

Match 4: 1

Match 5: 2

Match 6: 3

Match 7: 4
Defendant – using talcum powder and make-up brush to get fingerprints off his glass: Success! You get a surprisingly clear image of his fingerprint. [Go to 'fingerprints' section.]

Door to deliberation room – using key found on jury member: The door opens! You head into the deliberation room. Inside there is very little that catches your attention right away – just a long table with twelve chairs around it, and a smattering of boring-looking papers about the case and How to be a Juror. There is one piece of paper that catches your eye: it's printed on light blue paper instead of the usual white, and it's hand-written instead of typed. It must have been left in here by mistake.

It appears to be a note written by the defence attorney, to a significant other. It simply says, Happy birthday, darling. First day of the year, first day of the rest of our lives.
Also around this room, you see there's a small bathroom attached, which is very ordinary, except for a bottle of talcum powder sitting on the sink.
Door to judge's area – looking through the keyhole: Annoyingly, there's something blocking your view through the keyhole – a poster or something on the other side of the door, so you can't see into the room at all. But if you squint, you actually see some tiny letters written on the back of this poster. A serial code, or a label, or something. It seems to say 'J  OR 9           S C'.
Door to judge's area – using the weird nail as a makeshift key: With some jiggling, you manage to get the door unlocked. It swings open, and you step inside. It's very bare inside; just a desk and a large leather chair. There's a long poster on the back of the door, but it's just a picture of the local emblem, like that on the rug. The only thing sitting on the table is a long stick with a sort of plastic hook on the end – you recognise it as a device for unfurling flags.

Fingerprints – comparing prints on the machete and on Weylon's glass: You hold the two objects next to each other and look back and forth; you know forensics people have a really intense process for determining similarity, but you don't need anything like that. You couldn't have gotten two clearer prints, and... to your surprise, the prints are identical.
Flag – unfurling it using stick from the judge's area: You get it unfurled the whole way, revealing a flag you don't recognise. Must be the local one or something. Definitely not a major world flag in any way. From left to right, there are some yellow stars, then some blue and white stripes, then a pair of lions and a pair of eagles. [If players ask, there are 5 stars and 4 stripes.]

Judge – putting his mallet against the broken mirror: The mallet fits into the circular hole perfectly. You have no doubt this was the tool used to break it. As you press them together, the mirrored surface reflects on some of the small scratches on the side of the mallet, and you realise that when you look at both the scratches and the reflection at once, they reveal words.

Happy birthday, June 6th. Your friend, Mikey R. 
Jury – looking in the right sock of jury member 9, indicated by Glenn's tattoo and the judge's door: It's pretty weird to be taking off a frozen stranger's shoe to get inside their sock, but no weirder than undressing the boxers to look at their tattoos, you suppose. You peel down the sock, and as you do, something falls out. A small key. What a funny hiding place.
Phone – unlocking it with numbers 5422 found on flag: You make it to the phone's home screen! Now, what useful action could you take with it?

Phone – searching for calls/messages from the day of the murder: Refer to conclusion!

Prosecutor – searching his pockets: You find a document in his left suit pocket – a folded piece of paper with a typed statement on it. During the trial, he did say that he had been intending to call forward a witness, who was in the courtroom today, but she'd been stricken with an anxiety attack and was too afraid to come to the stand. To protect her identity, he'd called her simply 'JJ'.
Prosecutor – looking for signs of tampering on Exhibit D: Exhibit D is a big, round mirror that was found on the scene; it had fallen off a wall in the pre-murder scuffle and was apparently how the surprise witness saw the crime taking place. In the very centre of the glass is a small circle, perhaps the size of a person's palm, where there's no glass. At first glance it looks like it's designed that way, but on closer inspection, you suppose it does look more like that circle has been smashed out.
Prosecutor – using talcum powder and make-up brush to fingerprint machete: You succeed! One would almost think you'd had professional training, you do it so well. [Go to 'fingerprints' section.]

Stenographer – reading her transcript: You read through to re-familiarise yourself with the case so far. Shane Triskall was the millionaire boxing manager representing both Weylon Havanos and Philadelphia Glenn. Philadelphia was the star client, the all-star, whereas Weylon was only okay. More of a side project. It's alleged that Weylon knew that, and was consumed by jealousy; his poor results were due to Triskall favouring Philadelphia. Weylon confronted Triskall, and that encounter led to the murder.

The defence insists that the rumours of jealousy aren't true, pointing out that Philadelphia actually lost a couple of matches right before the murder, so it wouldn't make much sense for Weylon to be jealous of that. They also suggested that there may have been some mafia connection, since police had uncovered phone records stating that Triskall had made a phone call to the infamous underworld figure Mikey Raguletto the day before the murder. However, the defence attorney had no explanation for why Weylon was arrested at the scene of the crime with a machete in his hand.

As you read, you can't help but notice a couple of typos here and there. This stenographer has a real problem. Out of the first four pages, not a single one is mistake-free. On the first page alone, you spot a mistake in the bottom left corner ('prosecvution' – honestly!), and then another one right in the centre of the page (spelled Triskall's name wrong). Oh, and there's another in the bottom right corner (misspelling 'February'). And another one, about ten lines above that ('boxing' with two x's)!

[If players ask where the mistakes are on the other pages:

Page 2: four mistakes. Bottom left corner, middle of the top line, bottom right corner, and a whole line in the centre of the page has accidentally been strikethrough'd (stricken?)

Page 3: only two mistakes. Centre of top line, and centre of bottom line.

Page 4: three mistakes. Top left corner, bottom left corner, bottom right corner.]
Witness stand – opening Philadelphia Glenn's shirt to look at his chest: Sure enough, there's something here: a tattoo. It's nothing like Weylon's, and it looks brand new, still a little bit red around the edges. In black ink and all caps, it says 'UR RIGHT O K'.
Conclusion

You make it to the phone's home screen! Hurriedly, you begin searching through Weylon's messages, his emails, anything that may be of use. After all you've found so far, you have a sinking feeling in your stomach. Why was his lawyer hiding this phone in his briefcase?

As you scroll through Weylon's call log, you spot a single missed call from the afternoon of the murder, about an hour before it happened. It's from Philadelphia.

“Hey. It's Phil. I guess you're on your way to meet Shane already. Good. You won't regret doing this. We can always get another manager, and trust me, I'm good for the fifty grand. My friend Mikey's sending it through to me this weekend, after I – uh – make sure his bets come through the way he wants. Don't worry about anything; he promises he won't let anything get traced back to me, so that means you'll be in the clear. Mikey's got a lot of friends. Whoever he picks as a scapegoat, they'll have no chance.”

As the message ends, something happens. Something small – almost imperceptible – from the judge's stand. If you're not mistaken... the judge has moved slightly.

There's another something – from the prosecutor this time. His arm isn't quite where it was a second ago. And right beside you, the defence attorney... he blinks.

The magic has stopped. The people are starting to return to life.

And you're standing in the middle of the courtroom, with the defendant's phone in your hand.

You'd better make sure you have a very good explanation for this, because everybody's eyes are slowly, very, very slowly, swivelling towards you.

Puzzle master's explanation

There are lots of little threads you can follow here. So, your ultimate goal is to learn what really happened with this murder, and ideally get proof of that to the right people. There are three locked things: the door to the judge's private area, the door to the jury deliberation area, and the defence lawyer's briefcase. And there are five things that you can look at to start a puzzle-solving thread: the jury, stenographer, prosecution, rug and judge's private area door.

Let's go to the jury first. The only thing of immediate note is that they look bored and distracted, to the point where one of them actually has a compact and brush out and is applying make-up. We can't really use that yet, so just tuck that knowledge away.

Next, the stenographer. Reading their transcript reveals four very obvious typos, and if you note where those mistakes are on the pages and draw a line between them, you'll find they spell out NAIL. The only nails here are the ones holding down the carpet in the aisle. Turns out one of them is different, and quite easy to lift – it's actually a key to the judge's door. Opening it and entering, the only thing of interest is a long hooked object that you recognise as a flag un-furler. Now you can unfurl the flag in the courtroom. It's a flag you don't recognise, and it has a code that gives you a four-digit answer. We'll figure out what to do with that soon.

Let's look at the ornamental rug now. It contains a local motto and faunal emblem, which together form a puzzle that tells you that you want to look at the defendant's calf. If you do, you'll see a tattoo representing his boxing match statistics. They're pretty mediocre, but more importantly, they're very important numbers. When you go to read the court's constitution, you'll need those numbers to figure out which are the important letters. Once you do, you'll see they direct you to examine the witness's chest. He has a tattoo too. There's some sort of code involved here, but it's different from the last and you can't quite pick it immediately. Something else must help you interpret it.

Luckily, there is something, and in a place you may have already looked. Inside the judge's private area, there's a poster on the back of the door. It's uninteresting on its own, but if you were to look through the keyhole from the outside, you'd see a tiny message written on the back. This allows you to interpret the witness's tattoo, revealing a juror that you should examine. They have a key to the deliberation room. Inside the room are two things of note: first, talcum powder, which you can use with the make-up-doing juror's make-up brush to dust the murder weapon for finger prints; and second, half the code for the defence lawyer's briefcase. Fingerprinting the weapon reveals only the defendant's prints, meaning he must be guilty after all.

Last thread! Let's go to the prosecutor. In his pocket are the notes for his speeches throughout the trial, and they make reference to a surprise witness in the audience who saw everything and can recount the night of the murder. She's prepared some notes herself, and if you can locate her and find them, you'll be able to read her testimony. Interestingly, there are a couple of tiny details that are different from what was heard earlier in court – the stenographer's records show the discrepancies. If you find them all, in a very spot-the-difference sort of way, you'll find a hidden message: a piece of evidence was tampered with, using a mallet. You can see the damage on the evidence, and it matches up with some damage on the judge's mallet. Holding the two objects together 'unlocks' them, revealing a message – telling you that the judge is friends with the mafia boss. It also has a three-digit number, which unlocks half the lawyer's briefcase. Inside is a phone, and another piece of evidence, this one proving that the defence lawyer himself is friends with the mafia boss as well.

Oh, and that four-digit number you found in the flag? Well, it unlocks the mobile phone, which belongs to the defendant. The number is his password, and there's a conversation on the phone between him and the witness revealing everything. Now you know exactly how the crime took place – but the room is slowly starting to unfreeze. How will you get the information to the right people? And who are the 'right people', for that matter?
